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PETER, PUCK, AND THE CATERPILLAR 
AGNES DEERING Moore 
NE SULTRY day in July, Peter walked out into the 


garden among the flowers. He wanted to be amused, 
so he went out of doors in the hope that he might see 
Puck, who would be sure to tell him something new and 
curious about the little wood people. 

Peter laid himself flat on his back, crossed his knees, 
and looked drowsily at the fleecy white clouds which 
were floating away up in the sky. Peter wondered if 


talked with each other. They looked so cool and comfortable up there 
in the sky, that he almost wished he were one of them. 

As Peter was considering the many jolly things that might happen 
during a journey on a cloud, he saw a bee light on a hollyhock close 
by. He said to himself : : 

“How jolly it would be to ride on a cloud and have a bee along 
to make all the honey one could eat, and then have a freezer full of ice 
cream to eat with the honey. No old porridge or milk to be bothered 
with.” 

Peter thought about such unalloyed bliss for a time, but after a 
while he grew tired of inaction, as most boys do, so he said to himself: 

“T wish Puck would come around. I have been a good boy for 
a whole week now, and he hasn’t been near to say even ‘hello!’ There 
are heaps of things I want to ask him about. I should very much like 
to know what kind of bug this is, crawling on my leg. It has such 
funny bristles and they tickle me so. I wonder if it is the kind of bug 
the little boy ate ‘cause nobody liked him. Oh! I do wish Puck were 
here, because he could tell me such a lot about it.” 

Just then Peter heard a queer little noise, and felt something 
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brush against his cheek. He looked about, and there, balancing him- 
self on the branch of a rosebush, was Puck. 

“Ho! Ho! You funny little boy,” said Puck. “Here I have been 
sitting by you, all the time, and you didn’t think to look about you, 
but instead, you have been imagining all sorts of impossible things. 
So you want to know all about that ‘bug,’ as you call it, do you? In 
the first place, it isn ‘——e 

“But, Puck,” interrupted Peter (which was very rude indeed, 
and | hope you children never do it), “how did you get here, without 
my seeing you? You were not here when I first came out, were you?” 

“No,” answered Puck, “but I came soon after that. You were 
having such a good time day-dreaming, that I didn’t like to disturb you. 
However, since you have seen me, I will tell you all about your woolly 
worm—or better still, I will introduce you to him, and he can tell you 
about himself.” 

~“Oh! yes; that will be fun. Do hurry, or he'll crawl away, for 
he’s reached my big toe already.” 

“Oh! no; he won’t. He heard me say he could talk. As I 
seldom allow him that pleasure, black beetles couldn’t drag him away.” 

Puck proceeded to introduce Peter to the caterpillar—for that is 
what it was. 

“Good day, Mr. Caterpillar, this is Peter, who, for the last half 
hour, has been wondering what kind of bug you are, and he would like 
to have you tell him about yourself. I think I shall leave you now, for 
I have many things to do.” 

So saying, Puck scampered off, and soon was out of sight. 

The caterpillar looked soberly at Peter for a moment; then it said 
in a soft, throaty voice: 

“So you would like to know about me, would you? Well, I 
must say you are different from most boys who torment us for a while 
and then let us go—frequently with only part of our legs. The 
naughty creatures! They don’t seem to realize that it hurts just—”’ 

“Part of your legs!” exclaimed Peter, “Why how many have 
you?” 

-““We have six legs and a number of feet. Some of us have four 
feet, and others have ten,” replied the caterpillar proudly. “But let 
me begin at the beginning. If I don’t, I will get all mixed up. One 
time I began in the middle, and left out the best part of the story. 

“Some person gave us the name of ‘caterpillar’ and we have been 
called that ever since. I’m sure I don’t know why, unless it is because 
we have hairs like a cat, and are long and straight like a pillar! 

““We have most beautiful parents. Ah! You look surprised at 
that, though I don’t see why, for we, ourselves are really very hand- 
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some. Consider the number of legs and feet that we possess; not to 
mention our eyes. We have quite a number of them, too. 
“As our jaws are strong, we chew our food well, and don’t gobble 


‘So you would like to know about me, would you 2” 


it like some little boys I know. But of course, you don’t, do you? I 
am sure you wouldn’t be so rude.” 
“Well,” said Peter, “sometimes I don’t gobble, but nurse usually 
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forgets to tell me not to, and I am always so hungry that it’s hard to 
wait. Hereafter I will be more careful.” 

“Even though I have such strong jaws,” resumed the caterpillar, 
“T am a very moderate eater. I and my brothers and sisters eat only 
part of the time, while some of my cousins, who are very greedy indeed, 
eat all the time. They are not all vegetarians, either; they eat all sorts 
of animal products.” 

“Do you ever bite, or hurt anything, Mr. Caterpillar >” 

“Oh! no. I mean to say we never harm humans; but I am 
ashamed to admit I have some rather destructive cousins, belonging to 
the Army Worm, Cutworm, and Cotton Worm families, who do a 
good bit of darnage. On the other hand, a great many of us are quite 
helpful to vegetation, as we destroy the small bugs and scale insects 
that eat the plants. 

““We eat so many insects, that we often outgrow our clothes. 
Why, we have four or five different dresses before we get our growth. 
However, we don’t have to bother about changing our clothes as you 
humans do. When one dress becomes too small, it just cracks open, 
and we step right out of it in our new dress, which has been growing 
underneath the old one, all the time.” 

“But, Mr. Caterpillar, who are your parents who are so beauti- 
ful? Will you ever be like them?” 

“Our parents,” replied the caterpillar, in a very important voice, 
‘are the lovely butterflies that you see among the flowers in your gar- 
den. We shall be like them if we live to grow up. But—and it is 
very sad—” 

“Oh !—are—they—your—parents? never should have 
thought that just a plain caterpillar might later grow to be a beautiful 
big butterfly. Not that you are not all right in your way,” Peter 
hastened to add for fear of hurting the caterpillar’s feelings, “but you 
are so very different.” 

“But,” continued Mr. Caterpillar, wiping away a tear, “few of 
us ever get to be more than caterpillars. Sometimes a greedy bird 
gobbles us, or an overzealous parent of the wasp family takes us home 
and stores us up for food for his young. As if they couldn’t live on 
something else, just as well! 

“If we don’t fall prey to some bird or beast, we frequently die of 
too much heat, cold, or moisture. We are very tender creatures, and | 
the weather conditions have to be of the right sort. 

““Those of us who do survive all those dangers, spin ourselves a 
silk house called a cocoon, and we live in that for a time. Then after 
we have stayed in our nice warm house long enough, we burst it open 
and come forth butterflies.” 
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“Oh! Mr. Caterpillar, how interesting it all is! I shall never 
think of harming you, nor your relatives, in any way, and | shall tell 
my friends about it, too, so that they won’t hurt you. Then there will 
be more of you left to become butterflies, won’t there?” 

Just then Peter heard his mother calling him, so he gently put the 
caterpillar down upon the grass, and ran to the house. 

“T promised Puck I’d mind,” he said to himself. 

When Peter reached the house, his mother was waiting for him 
on the front steps. 

“TI say, Mother,” he said, “don’t ever kill any caterpillars be- 
cause—”’ he looked dreamily off into space—‘‘well, just because.” 


And Peter munched away on the jam tart which his mother had 
brought him. 


BUSY LITTLE INDIANS 


Out in California, there are a number of Indian boys and girls 
who are enthusiastic members of the Junior Red Cross. They are as 
enthusiastic in their plans for performing acts of service for others as 
are their white friends. They are real Americans, in more ways than 
one. 

““My mother made this basket for me to give to the Junior Red 
Cross bazaar.”” Thus read the note which Esperanza LaChappie, a 
little Indian boy, attached to the gift he added to the array of articles 
being collected by the pupils of the school which he attended. It was 
a rare, beautiful, practical basket, and a sample of Indian ware that 
would be eagerly sought by buyers at the bazaar. 

Other Indian boys searched the woods for straight branches of 
beautiful manzanita wood with crooks for handles. They brought 
them to the manual training class to be polished and made into walking 
sticks. Others cut down stalks of the yucca plant, which were con- 
verted into pin cushions. These Indian children not only took part in 
this Junior bazaar, but they participate in all Junior Red Cross work, 
recite the pledge of allegiance, and salute the flag daily. They set so 
high a standard of citizenship and patriotism that it keeps their white 
friends of the Junior Red Cross exceedingly busy to keep pace with 
them.—Junior Red Cross. 


“Kind hearts are the gardens, 
Kind thoughts are the roots, 
Kind words are the blossoms, 


Kind deeds are the fruits.” 


WEE WISDOM 


HE OTHER day, I heard a little boy say, “Peter Pan 
must know a lot of things in order to write so many 
stories.” That sounded funny to me. Of course, I do 
know quite a lot of things, because I am always on the 
lookout for new things to tell you about. But I learn 
them by keeping on the job all the time. I do not really 
know more than any of you do. The only difference is 
that you are thinking them all the time, and I am writ- 
ing them. If each of you tried, I am sure that you 

could be writing splendid stories, and as interesting ones as other folks 

can write. The story which I am going to tell you this time, I got out of 

a book, and it was so interesting to me, that I am quite sure you will like 

it, too. 

First, I thought I would tell you a Fourth of July story, but that 
is an old story to most of us, and besides, some of the Peter Pan boys 
and girls live in other countries, and the Fourth of July does not mean 
so much to them as it does to us. So I began searching through the 
Book of Knowledge and found a little story which I believe is just the 
one for this time. This story is about a beautiful pen, called “the 
magic pen of truth.” 

A boy named Jack, saw a beautiful pen in a Japanese shop. It 
was made of green jade, with a golden nib, and was engraved with all 
sorts of curious signs. 

“T’ll buy that for Letty,” he said. 

He was surprised to learn that the price was only a quarter, and 
so, of course, he bought it right away. 

The merchant told him that he got it from a lawyer, who said it 
had ruined his business. 

Well, Jack gave this beautiful pen to his sweetheart, Letty, and 
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to show him how much she appreciated it, she wrote all her letters to 
him with it. 

One evening, Jack and. Letty quarreled and became quite angry 
with each other. Of course, boys and girls nowadays do not quarrel, 
because they have learned that the only right way is to be kind and 
considerate of each other, all the time. But this was a long time ago. 

Letty went home after the quarrel, seized this pen of truth, and 
wrote Jack a very angry letter. She told him that she did not care for 
him any more, and would never see him again. And here is the trick 
the magic pen played on Letty. When Jack we the letter this is 
what it said: 

“Dearest Jack—I’m very sorry we quarreled. I love you still, 
with all my heart. Come and make it up, or I shall be unhappy.” 

You see, the magic pen wrote what Letty really thought down in 
her heart, instead of what she pretended to think. When Jack got the 
letter, he ran as fast as he could to Letty’s house. She pretended that 
she did not want to see him, but when he showed her the letter written 
with the pen of truth, she kissed him. The story says that soon after- 
wards they were happily married. 

I wonder what we would all be writing, if we used nothing but the 
“magic pen of truth.” Suppose we try it for a whole week, and see 
what will happen. Of course, we may not all have magic pens, but I 
will tell you how we can do it. 

Watch yourself for a few days, and see if you cannot discover 
down inside of yourself, what the magic pen would write, and if you do 
not write it, say it. For instance, the next time you are inclined to be 


_disappointed about something, in your mind and in your feelings, you 


may wish to complain and say, “I don’t see why things had to be so 
and so!”” We have all done this way, I am sure, and we all know what 
I am talking about. But now look away down deep inside of yourself, 
and see what you really think about it. Of course, you think that it is 
really better as it is, and that what seemed to be to your disadvantage, 
was for some one’s good. Yes, and even for your own best good, too. 

Did you ever have to stay home from a party because it rained? 
Did you feel on the outside that you had been cheated out of a splendid 
time? ‘Well, now look again down on the inside, and see what the 
magic pen would write about it. It would say something quite like 
this, I am sure: 

“T really am glad it did rain, ‘ellen it will make the garden 
grow, so we will have more food. It will make the grain grow, and 
that means more food, too. It will wash the air, and make it clean. 
It will also wash the streets and make them cleaner. In every way, the 
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rain helps to make life more worth while. We could never enjoy 
parties, if it never rained.” 

Were you ever angry with some one, and you thought you never 
would like that person again? Well, I suspect that down underneath, 
from that place where the magic pen writes, there is something that is 
saying about what Letty said to Jack. 

When you thought you had a pain in your stomach, your back, 
your foot, or your head, you thought it was terrible, and that you were 
hurt more than you could possibly stand. But down inside where the 
magic words come from, there is something saying that you are whole 
and well, perfect and free, and if you will but listen to that, the pain 
will go away. 

Did you ever have something to do that you thought was too hard 
for you, or that you did not want to do? That, too, was merely in the 
outside mind. In the magic mind you are thinking that you can do 
it, and that you would love to do it. Doing things in this spirit, not 
only helps some one, but makes you stronger and more capable of doing 
bigger things. You know when you exercise a muscle that it gets 
stronger. Just so, when you exercise your “I can’ts,” they get stronger, 
until you finally feel that you really can’t do things. But when you 
exercise the “I cans,” they get stronger, and in the doing of things, 
you become more and more capable of doing other things. If we 
always do our best, if we always exercise the magic side of ourselves, 
then our world becomes magical. 

All Peter Pan boys and girls are really this kind of magicians, 
and | am looking for all of you to do big and wonderful things in the 
world, as you grow up. 


THE GOOD LITTLE GIRLS 


Oh! where are all the good little girls? 
Where are they all today > 

And where are all the good little boys? 
Tell me, somebody, pray. 


Safe in their fathers’ and mothers’ hearts, 
The girls are stowed away; 
And where the girls are, look for the boys— 
Or so I’ve heard folk say. 
—Mary Mapes Dodge. 


“*Jehovah is my shepherd; I shall not want. 
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; 
He leadeth me beside still waters.” 
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Chapter Eight 


That evening Mrs. Cary sat and played on the little organ with 
one hand, and the Promise Girl’s voice rang out sweet and clear, as 
she sang: 

Precious promise God hath given 

To the weary passer-by: 

On the way from earth to Heaven, 

I will guide thee with Mine eye. 
ie think ‘eye’ means ‘light,’”” said Margaret, softly, as she fin- 
ished. 

On the next afternoon, Margaret, in a dress that had been 
Maggie Cary’s best one, sat on the veranda of Mr. Carson’s home. 

is arm was around her, and he listened intently to what she was tell- 
ing him of the beautiful Mother Love; of the Great Gardener with his 
wonderful lights; and of the Promises which he sends into the world. 

When she had finished, Mr. Carson did not speak for a while. 
Then he said, 

“Come. little Rainbow Girl, and sing for me.” 

He led the way to the music room, where he played the homely 
song that Mrs. Carey loved so well. And Margaret felt her courage 
light burn brightly, as, standing beside the beloved violin, she filled the 
house.with a sound far sweeter than it had ever known before. 

At the close of her song, Mr. Carson said, “Margaret, I believe 
that the Great Musician has indeed given you a wonderful gift, and it 
must not be wasted. You must stay with me, and we shall help it grow, 
that some day we may return it to the Giver, increased a hundredfold.” 

“Do you mean that you want me to live with you, and to be your 
own little girl?’ asked the child, with trembling voice. 

“Yes, dear,” came the answer. “For I need a Promise Girl in 
my home, so that / shall always remember. And together we shall 
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watch for Promies who have forgotten, that we may teach them how 
_to make their lights shine again.” 

Then Margaret thought of Mrs. Cary. But how, oh! how, could 
she give up this beautiful home to go back to that little store. 

Mr. Carson watched her closely and silently. He could tell by 
her expression that a Promise was remembering. 

Finally she raised to his a face that was radiant with the lights 
that burned brightly within her. 

“Thank you, dear Mr. Carson,” she said simply. “I should 
love to live with you. But I can’t leave Mrs. Cary. She would miss 
me so. You see, the Great Gardener took back the Promie he gave 
her, a long time ago, and I am to be her own little Maggie, now.” 

Deeply touched, Mr. Carson drew her to him. “Our home and 
our hearts are big, dear” he said. “‘Mrs. Cary shall come, also.” 

Margaret looked at him with shining eyes. “This little Promise 
is the happiest person in the whole world,” she cried, as she pulled him 
by the hand. “Come, please, let’s go tell Mother Cary.” 

(The End) 


LESSONS 


LOY ALTY 


When we speak of some one’s being loyal, we mean that he is true 
to whatever he has undertaken. 

There are four ways in which we are loyal. 

First, we are loyal to ourselves. We know that it is God in us, 
and we have so much respect for God in us that we are kind and honest 
and fearless, all the time. You may have heard some one say, “I had 
to be true to myself.” By these words, the speaker meant that he was 
so sure of his own purity of purpose that he had to do what he thought 
to be right, no matter what results might follow his actions. 

When we are sure of our own honesty, and fearlessly do what we 
know to be right, God takes care of us and of the results of our actions. 
We are loyal to God, and he is loyal to us. We become loyal to 
everything that is good, when we are true to God in us. Shakespeare 
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meant this, when he said, “To thine own self be true, and it must fol- 
low . . . thou canst not then be false to any man.” 

We are loyal to our friends. We encourage them in their work. 
We tell others of the honesty and the ability of our friends, and are 
true to them in every way. 

We are loyal to our country. We believe in it, we love it, and 
we are true to it, in every way. It does so much for us that we will do 
all we can for it. We are proud of its splendid ideals of liberty and 
justice, and our pride for our country makes us live such high, pure 
lives, that our country may be proud of us. When we grow into man- 
hood and womanhood, we shall realize more of the greatness and good- 
ness of our country. We will do whatever we can to make good laws; 
laws that will be fair to every one in our own land, and fair to all the 
people in other lands. Then the country which we love and respect, 
will be loved and respected, all over the world. 

Loyalty makes us respect ourselves. It makes us do good to our 
friends. It makes us work for the good of our country. But the 
greatest loyalty which we can exercise, is loyalty to God. 

God gives us life and all the wonderful things that belong to life. 

Our strong, beautiful bodies are given to us by him. Our clear 
minds, that understand so readily, are given to us by him. Our helpful 
friends are given to us by him. Our great country is given to us by him. 
All the good that we have is given to us by him, so when we are loyal 
to God, we are loyal to all that we respect and love. 

God rules over all nations; he is the goodness that we enjoy, in 
our friends and in our homes. To make ourselves always loyal to 
ourselves, to our friends, and to our country, we will remember to think 
and to say: 

I am loyal to the good, everywhere, because the good everywhere 
is God, everywhere. 


QUESTIONS ON LOYALTY 
What is loyalty > 


y are we loyal to ourselves? 
What does loyalty to our friends make us do? 
Name all the reasons that you can give for being loyal to your 
country. 
What is the greatest loyalty > 
How can we be loyal to all that is good? 


The world is so full of a number of things, 


I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings. 
—Robert Louis Stevenson. 


EVENSONG 


EDWARD GOWAR 


Down in the West the sun 


has Fone, 

Daddys come home, and the 
day is done; 

Clasped in his arms I sit 
on his knee, 


We three by the fire, 
Daddy, Mother, and me.’ | 
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NorMAN BEHLKE (Age 11) 


The sun climbs up the hill— 
The sun climbs down 
Over the village and the town, 
Saying that roses will be out soon, 
For it is June. 


[ This was waa too late for June Wee Wisdom.—Editor. ] 


FLOWERS 
REGINA McLAuGHLIN 


In May the flowers wake from their sleep, 
And all the time God is there. 


In June the flowers begin to bloom 
And then and there God is everywhere. 


God’s flowers bloom best where sunshine glows, 
Unfolding fragrance, tinting the rose. 


THE HOLY WAY 
BEHLKE (Age 13) 


I follow on, the path is clear, 
I follow on, your voice I hear. 
Oh! Lord, the gracious Giver, 

I pray that naught may quiver 
Nor that my footsteps go astray 
From that pure and holy way. 
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HARRIET’S TROUBLES 
HENRIETTA KOELLMANN (Age 12) 


Harriet was a girl of twelve. She was very beautiful. Her hair 
was light and curly. Her eyes were blue. Her parents were wealthy. 
Harriet had a twin brother, who was always teasing and torment- 


ing her. They were always quarreling. One day their mother said 
that the brother must go away to school. 


Harriet said that she was glad he was going. 

He said, “Listen, Sis, you'll get lonesome some day, and then 
you will wish me back again.” 

The day came for him to go away. The whole family took him 
to the station. 

After he was gone, Harriet found how lonesome it was without 
him, so she sat down and wrote him a letter, telling him about it. 

At last she got so lonesome, and cried so much because he wasn’t 
at home, that his mother wrote him a letter and told him to come home, 
and go to a city school. 

When he came home, he was as glad to see Harriet as she was to 
see him. Harriet met him at the station. When they arrived home 
from the station, Harriet said: 


““This has taught me a lesson: I will never quarrel with any one 


So both children grew to love one another, and they never quar- 
reled again. 


FAITH 
MuriEL DoHERTY 


Once there was a little girl named Mary. She lived in Los 
Angeles. One day when she ran out in the street after her ball, an 
automobile ran over her. It hurt her very badly, and she was not ex- 
pected to live over night. : 

Her mother and father were very sad. They kept thinking: 
“Oh! my little girl is going to die!” 

Suddenly they heard the doorbell ring. The mother went to see 
who was there. A lady was there. In her hand she carried a little 
book called “Wee Wisdom.” She handed it to the mother, saying, 
“Read this, and your daughter will be saved.” 

The mother took it in and read it. She then found out that if she 
thought her daughter would be saved, and believed her daughter would 
be saved, her daughter would be saved. She did this. 


The daughter is now well and strong. 


15 
again.” 


WEE WISDOM 
THE BIRTHDAY PARTY 


Wee Wisdom birthday party, August, 1921. 


| 
| You are cordially invited to attend the 
| 
| 


The birthday number of Wee Wisdom will be made up mostly of 
Young Authors’ stories and Booster letters. There will be many beau- 
tiful pictures, to help make the pages interesting. 

Wees who have been coming to these parties in the past, know 
that we will have a good time. But this will be the first party for 
many of you. We want you all to have a good time—in fact, such a 
good time that you will never miss one from now on. 

Have you been reading Wee Wisdom long enough to know how 
you can always have a good time? If you have not, let me tell you: 
Be happy about things, and loving to all people. Our Boosters and 
Wees who have been reading Wee Wisdom for a few months, know 
how this works. So they will bring all the happiness and all the love 
that they can, to the party, and there will be enough to go around. 

If any of you has a wee friend whom you would like to bring—or 
if you have several wee friends—Wee Wisdom asks you to bring them 
to the party. For all wees are very dear to the heart of Wee Wisdom. 

And how can you come to the party? You can come by sending 
a story, or a letter—or your love. As Peter Pan would tell you, you 
can come by thinking about the party and the good time to be had. 
This makes it easy for all to attend. Everybody come!—EbiTor. 


THE WIND 


I love the wind. Sometimes it plays 
As softly in the trees 

As though a lady gently touched 
Our old piano keys. 


At dawn it blows my curtains pink; 
They gently stir and sway— 

That means the wind would have me dress 
And come outdoors and play! 


The stars and moon and sun are friends 
That every child can see, 
But best of all I love the wind— 


It says so much to me! —Mazie V. Caruthers. 


Once upon a time I knew 
A tiny maid with eyes of blue, 
Whose home was in a quiet lane, 
Away from trolley car and train. 

She had no brothers, sisters, gay, 
Nor little friends with whom to play. 
Her parents, who were very kind, 
Began to search about to find 

A playmate for their little lass, 

To help her the long days to pass. 


Then something came to our wee miss, 
That filled her days with joy and bliss. 
One night, her dad from work came late, 
With something nailed up in a crate; 

| And when the lid was lifted up, 

Out jumped a roly-poly pup. 

So happy to be free once more, 


He gamboled all about the floor. 
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She grew to love the lively pup, 

And let him drink from her own cup. 
She taught him how to stand and beg; 
To walk upona rolling keg; 

To go with her and gather sticks, 

And many other cunning tricks. 

One rainy evening, almost dark, 
The pup was heard to growl and bark. 
His little mistress hurried out 

To learn what it was all about. 


And there she found the saucy pup, 
Snapping, snarling, looking up. 


Up in a pear tree, near the top, 
Clinging and fearful, lest she drop, 
A kitten, chilled and dripping wet, 
Had climbed as high as she could get. 


J ane stood awhile, in dumb surprise, 


And viewed the scene with tearful eyes: 


Then quickly flew and gathered up 
And bore away the naughty pup. 
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Said she, “How could you act like that, 

And frighten that poor lonely cat? 

I feel I should be most severe— 

Have I not told you, puppy dear, 

That all God's creatures, far and near, 

Are friends whom we must love and cheer?” 


Jane took the frightened kitten in, 
And fed her from the puppy s tin. 
Wrapped in a blanket snug and warm, 
She soon forgot the sleet and storm 
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And quite contented in Jane's lap, 

She took a long, refreshing nap. 

She slept till she could sleep no more; 
Then slowly sliding to the floor, 

Sat down before the old fireplace, 

And, with her paw, washed off her face. 


The pup behind the curtain hid, 

Was sorry for the thing he did. 

He now came forth with downcast eyes, 
Most willing to apologize. 

When kitty humped her back and spit, 
He did not seem to mind a bit, 

But frisked about in friendly way, 

And soon she joined him in his play. 
He for his rudeness made amends— 
And ever after they were friends. 


Although our little blue-eyed J ane 
Lived far from trolley car and train, 
She was a happy child each day, 
Enjoying these two playmates gay. 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 ‘Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 


Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 
Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five sub- 
scriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one time; 
send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you a cap. 
If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. 


There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 


Dear BoosTERs: 


Here we are at Unity Farm, sitting under a beautiful oak tree, listening to 
the drowsy hum of the bees in the clover, and to the warbling of the meadow 
lark. 

This morning, Royal and I were awakened at dawn, by the song of an 
oriole. The bird was sitting on a twig of a tree just over our cottage. 
thanks to God, in most wonderful music, for his liberty and safety. 

As we sit here, we can hear the shouting of some of the Boosters, who are 
camping in the nearby woods. The boys look like Indians, they are so tanned 
by the sun. But they are happy, so what does it matter? Now we can hear a 
shriek of laughter from the direction of the old swimming hole—several of the 
girls are splashing in the water, and having a wonderful time. Some day, Royal 
and I hope that every Booster in the whole world will be able to visit Unity 
Farm. 

Do you ever realize how many Boosters we have now? 
15,000 of us, located in every part of the world. 

Old Shep, our faithful dog, is getting up and wagging his tail, so some 
one must be coming. It is Imelda; she says that Wee Wisdom is going to have 
again the sewing lessons for the girls, which we have all missed so much. 

Here comes a bunch of the Boosters with their faces smeared from ear to 
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ear. They have been in the strawberry patch, eating big, juicy, red strawberries, 
and the gardener has just chased them out. My! how they did scamper! 

We wish we had time to tell you about the other interesting things on the 
farm; we could tell you about Pucky, the goose, Jack, the little mule, Beelzebub, 
the pet black snake, who likes to have his chin rubbed, and insists on it, bless 
his dear old snake heart! 

On the Fourth of July, we shall have a great big picnic for everybody, and 
will be thinking of all our dear Boosters everywhere. Be sure to write and tell 
us about your summer vacations, and all have a good time. 

Our love is with you always. With lots of love to every Booster in the 
whole wide world, FRAN and RoyAL. 


Dear Wees—I love ““The Promise Girl,’ and all the other stories, and 
my brother Charles likes Peter Pan best. We always try to see which of us can 
get Wee Wisdom first. When I get through helping my mother, I read the 
magazine. Mother gets the Unity Magazines and likes them very much. Please 
help me to control my temper, so I will not get angry at my brother when he does 
not help me with the dishes. Will some of the Wees please write to me? I 
wish to join the Booster Club.—Viertel Janess, 12847 Oakman boulevard, 
Detroit, Mich. 

Dear Wees—I get Wee Wisdom every month. I wish you would help 
me learn to write. I like best of all the Magic Pillows, ““The Promise Girl,”’ 
and the Puzzle Page. I would like to be a Booster. I wish some of the Wees 
would write to me.—Kent Loughran, 206 N. Clark street, Butte, Mont. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am sending you a dollar for Wee Wisdom, and I 
would like to be a Booster. I am working for a Peter Pan cap. Will the Wees 
please help me to sell my rabbits for pets, as I do not wish to kill them? Also, 
Wees, please help me to get rid of a bad cold which I wish I could be free from. , 
—Lloyd John Keyes, Mendon, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We enjoy Wee Wisdom so much that we do not 
like to be without it. We enjoy the lovely stories and the pictures, and we like 
the little verses that teach us how to be good. I am saving my copies of Wee 
Wisdom to send to my cousins in Edinburgh. I would like to join the Booster 
Club.—Geraldine Alexander, Croft Road, Lynn Creek, R. O., B. C. 

Dear Wees—I read Wee Wisdom and I want to become a Booster. I 
love the Peter Pan story, and the Magic Pillows, and the letters the other boys 
and girls write. I wish some of the Wees would write to me. I want the Wees 
to pray for me, so I will be a better girl—Helen Martin, Saffordville, Kans., 
R. F. D., 1, box 4. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI got you at one of Doctor Miller’s lectures, and I 
have read you through and would like to become a member of the Booster Club. 
I am sending you a story called “Faith.” I would like very much to see it in 
print, as I think it would teach other children the wonderful thing I have learned. 
—Muriel Doherty, 1019 West Second street, Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I lost my April number of Wee Wisdom, and so I 
am sending for another one, as I do not want to miss any of your lovely stories. 
I love Wee Wisdom very much. Will some of the Wees write to me? The 
other day there were signs of an abscess in my tooth, but I trusted God to cure 


it, and he did. Last night, I had a sick stomach, but I heard the little voice 
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within say, ‘Ask God to cure it,” and that is what I did, and I felt better.— 
May Everett Douglas, 4037 Banks street, New Orleans, La. 


Dear Wee Wisdom— I enjoy your stories so much that I have decided that 
it is about time to belong to the Boosters. Now I want a pin, for I think that to 
see the three monkeys will help a lot. I must not forget to tell you how much 
I enjoy the Bible Lessons.—George Clarence Hindall, 513 South Johnson 
street, Ada, Ohio. 


Dear Wees—I am so happy when I get my Wee Wisdom. I am very 
eager to get my poem called “‘Spring,”’ in Wee Wisdom. 
IN THE SPRING 
Spring is here at last. 
Oh! the wonderful spring! 
When little Miss Violet 
Shall peep out of the ground. 


Spring is here at last. 
The beautiful spring! 
When little Miss Wren 


Shall come and sing. 


Spring is here at last. 
Oh! the wonderful spring! 
When little Miss Rose 
Shall put on her pink dress. 
—Marvellen C. Rankin, 416 Madison avenue, Glencoe, Ill. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Mamma, my little brother, Vernon, and I, have 
Sunday school, and we read out of Unity Magazine and Wee Wisdom. Vernon 
is only five years old, but he is writing you a little letter. We go on horseback 
now, in the canyons with the sheep, and we have the sweetest little lambs I ever 
saw.—Ruby F. Stubblefield, Enterprise, Ore. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter. We had Sunday school 
this morning. We have lots of little lambys, white, black, and brown.—Vernon 
Stubblefield, Enterprise, Ore. 


Little Vernon printed his letter in nice big letters, which we found very 
easy to read. And he had all his punctuation marks in, too, in the right places. 
Good work, Vernon, and remember that God is taking care of the little lambs, 


just as he takes care of you. 


Dear Roval—My two sisters and I have been attending Sunday school 
at the home of Miss M. Ruth Macdonald, and she has told us about the Booster 
Club, and about the Wees, in such a nice way that we would like to join and be 
counted full members. We are inclosing one dollar for four membership pins. 
We enjoyed your letter about the wild flowers, and would like to have you see the 
beautiful flowers which grow in California. I would like some of the Boosters 
to write to me.—Doris Frey, | West Wabash street, Eureka, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom— I love you so dearly that I thought I would write to 
you. I wish some of the Boosters and Wees would write to me, for on May 8, 
I had been in bed a year with spinal disease. But I am nearly well, for which I 
am very thankful. Soon I can walk, and then I will go into the woods and pick 
flowers and hear the birds sing. I just love to get letters. I love everything in 
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Wee Wisdom; I love the stories, and the letters and the Bible Lessons. During 
my sickness Wee Wisdom was one of my best friends and I have learned a lot 
from her and think she is the best medicine published. I send my heartiest love 
to all the Wees.—Helen Arpke, R. F. D., 5, Plymouth, Wis. 

Learn the “Prayer of Faith,” Helen, and know, “God is my health, I can’t 
be sick,”’ and you will speedily feel better. Here is a chance for all the Boosters 
to radiate sunshine, by writing Helen a nice little letter. Now, Boosters, boost, 
and boost without fail. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much, and think I couldn’t get along 
without you. I am trying my best to be a good Booster. I received my pin. 
wrote letters to Boosters, and want them to write to me—Bernice Carlsori, 1924 
South Forty-ninth Court, Cicero, IIl. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have never written to you before, although I have 
been receiving you for two years. My sister and I like you very much. [I like 
the letters so much that they are the first thing I read. I ask you to pray for me 
that I may graduate from the grammar school. I also want you to pray for me 
so that I won’t have to go to the dentist any more. I would like some of the Wees 
to write to me.—Eva Holmes, Fair Haven, N. J. 


Dear Royal—I am letting a girl friend send in my subscription for Wee 
Wisdom, so it will help her to get a Peter Pan cap. I would like to be a 
Booster, and would like to have a Booster write to me. It is such fun to receive 
letters from a person you don’t know.—Hilda Mae Boswell, R. F. D. 4, Farm- 
ington, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little girl six years old, and Mamma and | 
have just learned about Jesus’ love, in the new way, from Unity’s magazines; 
we are so glad. Daddy passed on last winter, and the Truth helps us to bear it 
better. Would you please let me join the Booster Club? I am awfully lone- 
some, because I haven’t any brothers or sisters. Of course, having my Wee 
Wisdom helps lots. ‘Would some other Boosters please write to me? I would 
be sure to answer quickly. I say the Pillow Prayers all these lovely summer 
ag God is so good, isn’t he?—-Gena Mowley, 609 Victoria ave., Montreal, 

an. 

We wish all the Wees and Boosters could see Gena’s lovely little letter, 
which she wrote all herself. It is not often that a little girl only six years old 
can write so well. We are glad Wee Wisdom helps you, Gena. We have put 
your name on our Booster list. 


Dearest Wee Wisdom—Y ou were first sent to me about a year ago. I 
like your stories, puzzles, and letters very much. I would like to be a Booster, 
and wish some of the boys and girls would write to me. My father takes Unity 
Magazine. Love to you all.—Myrtle Miles, route 6, Parker, S. D. 

Dear Royal—This is my fist letter, although I have been taking Wee Wis- 
dom for three years. Please tell some of the Wees to write. I love to read 
their letters—Evelyn Johnson, 61 St. Germain street, Boston, Mass. . 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mry sister Alice takes Wee Wisdom, so I read it. 
It has the best stories I ever read. I like the Puzzle Page and the letter section. 
I would like to join the Booster Club, so please add my name to the long Booster 
list. I am saving up to buy a Booster pin, and I would like a Peter Pan cap, so 
I will get the five subscriptions as soon as possible. Mother takes Unity Magazine, 
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and the whole family enjoys both Wee Wisdom and Unity. I have learned a 


great deal from you, Wee Wisdom, and would like to know how to make good 
in my geography tests. Won't some boy or girl please write to me? I have 
a book with over forty poems in it that I wrote, besides many stories, puzzles, 
and jokes. I enjoy writing them.—Bobbie Karsch, Farmington, Mo. 


Dear Wees—I am sending a dollar so you may visit me another year. 
Mother takes Unity Magazine, and Weekly Unity, and we both feel that they 
are a great help to us. My little brother and I enjoy the Peter Pan stories, 
and we think Wee Wisdom helps us to overcome our faults. I would like to 
have some of the Wees write to me.—Evelyn Moll, Sausalito, Calif. 


Dear Wees—Wee Wisdom has so many good things, that I think I shall 
subscribe for another set. I am not doing very well in school, especially in arith- 
metic, and I wish the Wees would please help me. I want to go through school 
as fast as I can, because my father died a few months ago, and | wish to help 
my mother. Thanking God and Unity.—Thomas James, 7102 Union avenue, 
Cleveland, O. 


Dear Boosters—I have been getting Wee Wisdom for two years, and look 
forward to its coming with great pleasure. I like especially to read ““The Promise 
Girl,” the Bible Lessons, and the letters to the Wees. I gave my magazines to 
my friends, last year, and they enjoyed them. I memorized a prayer that I saw 
in Wee Wisdom, and mother thought it lovely.—Florence Johnson, 4 Wakeman 
avenue, Newark, N. J. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. It is a pleasure for me to 
read you, as I always get some good thoughts from you. I am sending for Wee 
= for another year.—Paul M. Cheney, R. F. D. 3, box 54, Golden, 

olo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mamma wrote you about three months ago, asking 
prayers for me. I am only three years old, but every morning I would stand up 
and say my healing verses for her, and I am healed. Thank God and Unity. 
I also said the healing prayer for my daddy and my uncle, and they were helped. 
—Bessie Derfelt, 1106 Kellar, in care of Ada M. Derfelt, Galena Kans. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am sending you a dollar so I can get you for another 
year. I cannot miss one of your trips, I love you so. You always seem to come 
just when I need you most. - This morning I did not feel very well because I am 
having a hard time with boils. I wish some of the Boosters would help me get 
rid of them forever. I am wearing the pin you sent me, and | am planning to 


have a Booster club.—Jean Walker, Fort McKinley, Maine. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited me only three months, but I am 
so delighted with you that I cannot wait another day to write to you. I could 
not do without you now, for you help me to remember to help others, and to do 
for them what I would like to have them do for me. I wish to be a member of 
the Booster Club, and to wear the pin—Ruby Baker, R. F. D. 1, box 273, 
Wapato, Wash. 


Olive Peacock, of 108 North Dearborn st., room 500, Chicago, IIl., 
wrote a letter to Wee Wisdom, expressing her appreciation of the stories. She 
also had copied one of her favorite poems for the Wees, but there were so many 
articles this month that there was not room to publish it, although it is a wonderful 
poem and shows Olive’s love of fine verse. 
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Georgiana Adams, Fairmount, Okla., writes a good letter, in which she 
says she thinks the farm is the proper place for boys and girls. She says they 
have an opportunity there of attending “‘Nature’s Picture Show” every day. 
That’s a good idea, Georgiana. 

Will Helen C—, 577 Fifth st., Richmond, Calif., sign her last name more 
plainly, so we can publish it in the list of those wishing to correspond with others? 

Carlyn Beard, R. 6, East Clark st., Charles City, Iowa, would like cards 
from other Wees. 

Sylvia Stein, of Cincinnati, Ohio, has written a nice letter and sent us a 
story about a dear little girl and her grandfather. 

Mrs. C. W. Ward, one of our “grown-up Wees” of Springfield Mo., 
writes that she is organizing a Sunshine Booster Club, and she wishes the prayers 
of the Wees for its success. 

There are others than the wee Wees who enjoy Wee Wisdom. Mrs. S. 
A. Burger, a Wee of sixty-two summers, writes to say that she enjoys every 
page of our little magazine. 

Gloria Hardy, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y., asks us to send her a motto 
for a club which she is starting. Do you not like the regular Club motto, Gloria? 
If not, why not get suggestions from your club members? You will all feel a 
deeper interest in your work for having selected the motto yourselves. 


Olive Toner, Newark, N. J., is going to form a club. She says she is 
very grateful for the help Wee Wisdom has given her in her studies. 


Matilda Violet Fancher, of Cleveland, Ohio, sends us this little verse, 
which she likes: 
“Think how I’ve tended my pansy bed, 
Weeding and watering,” Dorothy. said. 
“*Y et-—will you believe it? 
Just look and you'll see, 
The pansies are al] making faces at me.” 


Pearl Spearman, Ingold, N. C., wants the Wees to help her know that 


God’s perfection is manifest in every part of her organism. 


Roger Hurd’s mother writes us from Millerton, Pa., that Roger wore 
the “Magic Shoes” the other day, and he considers it great fun, and also a big 
help... 

Jean Walker, Fort McKinley, Maine, writes that Wee Wisdom reached 
her just when she was not feeling well, and it helped her to remember that she is 
God's child, and filled with his perfect health and wholeness. 


Dorm Miller, El Centro, Calif., has written a little story for us. How we 
wish we had room to publish all the stories that come to Wee Wisdom! 


Grace -Levering, of Baltimore, Md., says she likes best, Peter Pan, 
Young Author’s Department, and the Puzzle Page. 

Lloyd Francis Bryant, of Springfield, Mass., wants us to help him to be 
honest and truthful. Wanting to do right is half the battle, Lloyd. Suppose you 
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learn the ‘Prayer of Faith” and repeat it often. The Spirit of Truth and Hon- 
esty will help you. 

Frances Mason and her brother send a love offering to help pay Wee 
Wisdom’s traveling expenses to some other boy or girl, and Wee Wisdom wishes 
to thank them. Frances’ home is in Des Moines, Iowa. 


Martha Lavell, president of the Booster Club of Minneapolis, Minn., 
sends us this description of an interesting game: Write a letter, leaving blank 
the spaces where adjectives should be. Call on each player, one by one, for 
adjectives. Write these on separate sheets of paper, and mix them up. Then 
read the letter, selecting an adjective at random. The result is very funny. 

Agnes Anderson, of Cincinnati, Ohio, mentions a poem which she forgot 
to inclose. 

Gertrude Vining, Neodesha, Kans., asks the Wees to pray that she and 
her father may learn to know God's wonderful life and health. She also wants 
help with her studies. God is Wisdom, Gertrude, and he is your wisdom. 

Edna Heller, of Brooklyn, N. Y., asks us to pray for health for her friend 
Madeline. We are knowing that ‘God is her health, she can’t be sick,’’ Edna. 
A good way to send the price of the Booster pin would be in stamps. 

Dorothy Stillman, Red Creek, N. Y., asks what the Booster Club is. Who 
will write Dorothy a good letter and explain all about the club, and tell her how 
to start one? 

Jessie Dunn, of Vancouver, B. C., sends us this little joke: 

A little boy’s mother went to the hospital and got him a tiny baby sister. 
The nurse had put a band around the baby’s arm, on which was the number 
1000. The little boy looked at the ticket, and then exclaimed, ““Why, Mother! 
Do you want everybody to know how much she cost?” 

Josephine Carter, of New Bedford, Mass., tells us that she is receiving help 
in her studies. We are glad to have our Wees learn that God is their wisdom— 
it makes things so much easier, doesn’t it, Josephine? 

Florence Rholf, of Cleveland, Ohio, sends for a Booster pin and asks to 
be made a member of the Club. She is trying to get five new subscribers to Wee 
Wisdom and secure a Peter Pan cap. Success to you, Florence. 

Zoe D. Frogley, Lake Helen, Fla., sends for a pin, and asks to be enrolled 
in the Club. She also wants to correspond with some of the Boosters. Her 
address is box 195. 

Edna Cadle, Eddy, Okla., writes us that Wee Wisdom has helped her in 
her studies, and she has made good grades all through the term. This is probably 


because Edna puts into practice the good thoughts and affirmations given in Wee 
Wisdom. 


Pearl Hart, 938 Alice ave., Beloit, Wis., wants us to pray for her papa 
to get work, as he has been idle for a long time. She also wants us to pray for her 
brother, Kenneth, who is in a sanitorium. She sends an offering to help along 
the work. Surely with our united prayers, the dear father will find employment 
and prosperity, and Kenneth his health. Pearl has the Booster spirit, and we 
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thank her sincerely for the love offering she sends. Her generosity in sharing 
with others will bring her its own reward. 

Jacqueline Claire Flanagan, 337 Buckingham avenue, San Antonio, Texas, 
says she likes Wee Wisdom, and is especially interested in ‘“The Promise Girl.” 

Cecelia Jensen, Topeka, Kansas, says she wishes Wee Wisdom came every 
week instead of every month. 

Richard Porter Taylor, box 52, Atlantic Highlands, N. J., is trying to be 
a good boy, as he wants to join the Booster Club. All right, Richard, now you 
are a Booster, and we know you are a valuable addition to the Club. 

Mabel Behlke, 3190 West Thirtieth street, Cleveland, Ohio, has sent us 
some of her verses, which will appear in Wee Wisdom, when we have space for 
them. Your verses are very good, Mabel, and we shall be glad to hear from you 
again. 

WEES WHO WANT TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES: 

Regina McLaughlin, 164 Washington avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y.; Evelyn 
Moll, Sausalito, Calif.; Viertel Janess, 12847 Oakman boulevard, Detroit, 
Mich.; Kent Loughran, 206 North Clark street, Butte, Mont.; Helen Martin, 
R. F. D. 1, box 4, Saffordville, Kans.; Bertha Peterson, 450 West One-hun- 
dred-fifty-second street, New York City; Vera Lucy Shepard, South Royalton, 
Mass.; Doris Frey, | West Wabash street, Eureka, Calif.; Eva Holmes, Fair 
Haven, N. J.; Hilda Mae Boswell, R. F. D. 4, Farmington, Mo.; Evelyn 
Johnson, 61 St. Germain street, Boston, Mass.; Bobby Karsch, Farmington, 
Mo.; Ellis Chamberlain, Reedly, Calif.; Gena Mowley, 609 Victoria avenue, 
Montreal, Canada; Myrtle Miles, R. F. D. 6, Parker, S. D. 

NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB: 

Norman Behlke, 3190 West Thirtieth street, Cleveland, Ohio; Muriel 
Doherty, 1019 West Second street, Los Angeles, Calif.; Geraldine Alexander, 
Croft Road, Lynn Creek, R. O., B. C.; Lloyd John Keyes, Mendon, Mich. ; 
Kent Loughran, 206 North Clark street, Butte, Mont.; Viertel Janess, 12847 
Oakman boulevard, Detroit, Mich.; Ruby Baker, R. F. D. 1, box 273, 
Wapeto, Wash.; Helen Martin, R. F. D. 1, box 4, Saffordville, Kans.; Vera 
Lucy Shepard, South Royalton, Mass.; Dennis Stoll, Carlton House, Putney 
Hill, London, England; Richard Porter Taylor, box 52, Atlantic Highlands, 
N. J.; Ralph B. Deuel, 641 Cy. avenue, Casper, Wyo.; Azel Martin, care of 
A. D. Martin, Gashland, Mo.; Evelyn Johnson, 61 St. Germain street, Boston, 
Mass.; Bobbie Karsch, Farmington, Mo.; Hilda Mae Boswell, R. F. D., 4, 
Farmington, Mo.; Doris Frey, Carolyn Frey, and Louise Frey, | West Wabash 
street, Eureka, Calif.; Marie Puler, Anna, II].; Gertrude Martin, care of A. D. 
Martin, Gashland, Mo.; Gena Mowley, 609 Victoria avenue, Montreal, Can. ; 
Myrtle Miles, R. F. D. 6, Parker, S. D. 

Frances Kenniston, Hazel Newbury, Olethea E. Unzicker, Vivian Max- 
well, Evelyn Elizabeth Rousseau, Ruth Wirth, Baby Wissburg, Matilda Violet 
Fancher, Marguerite Shawl, Catherine Gribble, John Gribble, Shirley Morris, 
Grace Lurene Row, Billie Slater, Evelyn Easterday, Thomas W. Clark, Ida E. 
Evans, Earnest Wells, Beatrice Stonehouse, Violet R. Collins, Herbert Rein- 
hard. Ernest Lee West. 
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Of course, it’s ninety in the 
shade, 
But who minds that? 
There's lemonade, and 
cake 
And picnics—swimming, 


too— 


I think July is great—don't 
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When I go vis'tin’ through the day, 
I'm happy as can be; 

But when the evening shadows fall, 
It’s home again for me. 


My mamma is the nicest one 
Of all the folks I know; 


She misses me at supper time— 


I think I'll have to go. 


And then my kitty cries and cries 
When I don't give her milk; 


I love to watch her lap it up, 
And rub her fur,.like silk. 
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My papa, too, comes walkin’ in, 
Takes off his coat and hat, : 

And then he looks around the room, 
Says “Where's my boy?” like that. 


And so you see, I'll have to go, 


I'd really like to stay, 
But all the home folks miss me so— 


I'll come some other day. 
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BETTY’S PRAYER 


ANN RogE-ANDERSON 


“Bow wow!” barked a big dog, as he ran by the steps where 
Blackie-cat dozed, while sunning herself. 

Little Blackie sprang from the steps and dashed across the yard 
to a telephone pole, and quickly scrambled to the cross-arm near the 
top. There she cried piteously, while the children called and called to 
her; but Blackie was afraid to step from 
the cross-arm and slide down the pole. 

“T guess we never can get her down,” 
said Bob, “‘and maybe she'll stay up there 
till she starves.” 

“Oh! you awful boy,” sobbed Betty. 
Then drying her tears she exclaimed, “I 
know what I'll do, I'll pray!” 

“Aw, that won’t help your cat down a 
pole,” Bob jeered. 

“Yes, it will; ‘cause our lesson said, 
‘Suffer little children to come unto me’ 
and I’m suffering just awful.” 

Betty, however, didn’t wait to hear 
what Bob thought the lesson meant. In- 
. stead, she ran to her own little room, and 
‘iY picked up her Bible that her grandma had 
given her. She held it close, and shut her 
eyes tight, thinking all the time that God 
helps little folks out of trouble, just as he 
does big ones; and she felt that God, the 
Father of all, loved Blackie-cat and didn’t 
want her to be frightened, away up high 


on that pole. 
“The childr Ps calle and called Then suddenly she thought of the tele- 
ce phone men, who were working not far 


away. She ran outdoors, calling to the others, ““Come on, God knew 
what to do;”’ and, with one last look at Blackie, they followed Betty. 

When the men heard of Blackie’s plight, one of them gladly went 
b- -k with the children. He asked for a gunny sack, and then climbed 
the pole. As he neared little Blackie, she arched her back and mewed 
and purred. When the man was near enough, she jumped onto his 
shoulder; but he put her into the sack, so she could not stick her sharp 
claws into him. The man came quickly down the pole, and opened 
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the sack; Blackie bounded out, and ran faster for the house than she 
had for the pole when the dog frightened her. 

“What did you say, Bet, when you prayed?” Bob asked curi- 
ously. 

““Why—why—I don’t remember what I said. I guess I didn’t 
say much of anything. I just suffered; and when | was suffering the 
hardest, I knew God would think of some way to get Blackie down, 
and all of a sudden I thought, “The telephone men!’ I knew right 
away that God had thought of the telephone men, ‘cause they can 
climb. So you see, Bob, my prayer did help my kitty down.” 


WHERE GOD IS, LOVE IS ALSO 
RuTH H. (age 13) 


They say that love is blind, 
But, God, you know it is not; 
For there is something in Your mind, 


Which the rest of us forgot. 


Now, people, let me tell you 
That love is not blind. 
Maybe it is you that are. 
Did that ever enter your mind? 


(Ruth lives at 615 Bramhall ave., Jersey City, N. J. In the 
letter which accompanied the poem, she said she had just finished 
reading ““The Secret Garden,” by Frances Hodgson Burnett. Ruth 
thinks every Wee should read it, because to her it is the best Truth 
story she ever read.) 


THE BEES AND THE FLOWERS 
MARGARET WILLIAMS 


““The flowers are very sweet!” 
Cried one of the bees, 
When he tasted one of the flowers. 
He went to tell the queen. 
The bees came one by one. 
When they came to the place 
Where the flowers were, 
All the other bees came after them. 
When they had enough, they went home. 
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Lesson 4, JuLy 24, 1921. 
SAUL PROCLAIMS JESUS AS THE CHRIST.—-Acts 9:19b-30. 


GoLpEN TExT—Thou art the Christ, the Son of the living God.— 
Matthew 16:16. 


In our last lesson, you will remember, we read of Saul’s being baptized. 
Asfter being baptized, he went to Damascus, and preached to the people 
there, telling them of Jesus. Saul told them the most important thing con- 
cerning Jesus, in just six words—“He is the Son of God.” The people did 
not want to believe this of Jesus, but they could make no satisfactory reply 
to Saul’s arguments, so they thought to silence him by putting him to death. 
However, Saul learned of the plot made by the Jews against his life. To 
save his life, the disciples put him into a large basket, and lowered him over 
the city wall at night, and he escaped to Jerusalem. But even in Jerusalem, 
he found difficulty in being accepted by the Christians, for he had been so 
unkind to them that they could not see how he had become such a devoted 
follower of Jesus in so short a time. He was finally driven from Jerusalem, 
and he went to Tarsus, the place of his birth. The Lord was looking after 
him, and in Tarsus, where he remained about two years, he found much 
to help him in his Christian ministry. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 


What had happened to Saul, to make him want to preach about 
Jesus to the people? He had been filled with the Holy Spirit. 

How was Saul enabled to meet the arguments of the people so well > 
The Spirit of Truth gave him wisdom and courage and strength. 

Why was Saul driven from both Damascus and Jerusalem? Because 
the Lord had work for him elsewhere. There is always a power for good 
behind what may seem like a cruel act. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—Jesus is the Son of God. 
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Lesson 5, JuLy 31, 1921. 
SAUL TEACHING AT ANTIOCH.—Acts 11:19-30; 12:25. 


GoLDEN TEXT—A whole year they were gathered together with the 
church, and taught much people—Acts 11 :26. 


At Antioch, there was a great revival going on, and when word of 
the revival reached the Christians in Jerusalem, they sent one of their best 
men to investigate it. This man’s name was Barnabas, and he was a good 
man. He was full of faith; he was free from the love of money, and free 
from personal ambition and jealousy in his work. His sole interest was in 
God and His work. When Barnabas saw the good that was being done, 
he said to himself, ““This is just the place for Saul; I will go get him.” For 
a whole year he and Saul worked together, and their work was greatly 
blessed. The people loved them, and knew that their interest was a real 
interest. They desired to turn to the God whom Saul and Barnabas wor- 
shiped. The disciples-received, at this time, the name by which they have 
been best known since—Christians. The people gave them this name, and 
they clung to it. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Why was Barnabas a good person to send to the revival at Antioch? 
Because he had the good of the people at heart, and he was full of faith. 

Why did he think Saul would be a good man to take part in the work 
of teaching? He knew that Saul was trying to serve God and to do His 
work, and could help the people greatly. 

Were Saul and Barnabas paid for their work in this great revival? 
Not in money; but they were paid many times over in seeing the blessings 
which came to the people who were converted. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—I/ am ovilling to serve 
the Lord, wherever he may choose to send me. 


Lesson 6, AucustT 7, 1921. 


PAUL IN CYPRUS AND IN ANTIOCH OF PISIDIA.—Acts 
13:1-12. 


GoLpEN TExT—Ye shall be my witnesses . . . unto the uttermost 
parts of the earth—Acts 1:8. 


The church, which had been established at Antioch, became a great 
source of light and help. Chief among the workers there, were Saul (whom 
we will now call Paul, as he is called in future lessons) and Barnabas. 
They were doing a wonderful work, for the Spirit called them, and the 
people sent them forth, without a murmur, to do the Lord’s work. Every 
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step in establishing this church was taken in prayer, and it was no mere 
formal prayer, but prayer to which the Christians in this place gave them- 
selves wholly. They even refrained from eating, that they might pray 
better. 

And the promptness with which they sent forth these men in answer to 
the Spirit’s call, is worthy of note. Att a certain point in their travels, Paul 
and Barnabas met a man called Elymas, who sought to turn people from 
God. The heart and soul of Elymas were filled with darkness; this dark- 
ness finally manifested itself in his body, and he became blind, as the result 
of choosing darkness rather than the light of Truth. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Tell in your own words what you can find in this lesson that is helpful 
to you. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—Z/ bear witness of God 
and his mighty work. 


Lesson 7, Aucust 14, 1921. 
PAUL IN ICONIUM AND LYSTRA.—Acts 14:8-20. 


GoLpEN TExT—T hou shalt worship the Lord thy God, and him only 
shalt thou serve-—Matthew 4:10. 


When Paul was preaching in Lystra, among the people who were lis- 
tening to him, was a man who had always been lame. In the opinion of 
men, his case was hopeless; but with God no case is too hard to heal. Paul 
saw that the man had faith, and he said to him, “Stand upright on thy feet,” 
and “he leaped up and walked.” Now Paul did not try to heal every 
lame man he met; but God directed his attention to this man, as being one 
who had faith. The healing is always accomplished speedily when the one 
to be healed has perfect faith. After this wonderful demonstration, the 
people were not only ready to listen to Paul, but they wanted to worship 
him. But Paul and Barnabas would not permit the people to worship 
them. They wanted it clearly understood that they were made of the same 
stuff as other men; nor were they willing that the people should worship 
idols. They told the people that our God is a living God. He is the God 
who hears and answers prayer, and who saves. He heals and blesses and 


prospers all those who have faith, even as he healed the lame man at 
Lystra. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
Did Paul heal the lame man? No; God, working through Paul, 


healed the man. 
Why are not all people healed as easily as this lame man? Not all 
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people have the faith which this man had. Any little thought of doubt or 
fear, hinders healing. 

Why didn’t Paul and Barnabas permit the people to worship them? 
Because they knew it was God working through them, who did the work, 
and they wished Him to have the glory. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—The healing power of 
God is upon me mightily, and through faith I am made whole. 

© \ 

Gas: * 

Can you name these Bible characters and places? 

1. A plant which gives us sugar. 

2. What we call the last part of the day. 

3. A small piece of ground on a farm for holding animals. 

4. A letter of the alphabet and what is built to make a lake of a 
river. 

5. The opposite of “yes” and an exclamation. 

6. A bird and a part of an ear of corn. 

7. A letter of the alphabet and a home for wild animals. 

8. What children do when they are sleepy. . 

How many Truth sentences can you form by using the first letters 
of the words of the opening line of the Prayer of Faith for the first 
letters of the words of your sentences? ‘These are the words: “God is 
my help in every need.” 

SHIPS WITHOUT SAILS 

In what ship should our relatives sail > 

In what ship should lovers sail > 

In what ship should a minister sail >? 

In what ship did the pilgrims sail, after landing at Plymouth? 

In what ship should parents sail > 

CONUNDRUMS 

What is it that if you name it you break it? 

In what respect is a dog like a tree? 
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THE CLOVER CARPET 


OU remember the magic carpet of Bagdad? At least, 
I think it was Bagdad. It was only necessary to sit 
cross-legged on it, and wish—to be transported to the 
land of Heart’s Desire. 

Well, I discovered a very strange thing yesterday. 
The magic carpet is made of nice green clover. Doesn't 
it seem odd that the story books have never mentioned 
that fact? Can it be that there is more than one magic 

carpet? However that may be, there is a magic carpet of clovers under 

the spreading arm of one of the big maples. I know, because I sat on 
it and wished—but first I must tell you how I happened to be sitting 
there at all. 

It was in the late afternoon, and Son, his daddy, and his grand- 
father were all out in the garden. I took my pencil and tablet and 
wandered out under the trees. I chose a shady spot, and sat cross- 
legged, to make a table for my tablet, and began to write my message 
to you. I had not planned to do it at all, but the magic combination 
of sitting cross-legged on the carpet and wishing, brought me to the 
land of Heart’s Desire. It didn’t take long. I had no sooner seated 
myself comfortably than something away down deep in me said, 
“Oh! how I wish that I were always in tune!” 

Funny sort of wish, wasn’t it? I could so easily have wished for 
pretty dresses, or slippers, or a motor car, or a bicycle. Perhaps it 
would have been better to wish for a trip to the mountains or to the 
ocean. I should like all these things very much indeed; but yesterday, 
some way, I| didn’t seem to want things, particularly. I just wanted to 
be “in tune.” If you think a moment, you will know just what I mean. 

You have heard the unpleasant sound of a piano out of tune, or a 
violin whose bow was wielded by unskilled hands? Do you remember 
how uncomfortable it made you feel? Sometimes there may have been 
days when you felt just that way all day, and everything seemed to go 
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wrong. Then you were out of tune. But there are other days, when 
from the very first moment you open your eyes, you are happy. Every- 
thing goes just right, and you feel as though a joyous little song were 
singing itself over and over again in your heart. Those days you are in 
tune, and it was that way I was wishing to be every day. It was not 
such a foolish wish after all, was it? For you see it wouldn't so much 
matter where I was or what I wore; if I were in tune, I would be 
happy, anyway. 

Well, the moment I wished it, I was in the land of Heart’s Desire. 
There was a rosy light over all, and it didn’t seem to be much cluttered 
up with things. The trees and flowers were not only living and grow- 
ing—they were knowing, as well. I didn’t talk at all, but we seemed 
to understand one another without that. There were bushels of roses 
—hbecause I love them, I suppose—and every time I looked at one, it 
loved into me a nice warm feeling. I didn’t notice anything to eat, but 
I felt as though I had eaten just enough of something most delicious. 

Then I began to look at the people, and do you know, they were 
the very same folks that I see every day. They were my family and 
neighbors and friends, but I seemed to understand them and love them, 
so much better. Never before had I known quite how wonderful they 
were. I could look right down to the very insidest inside of them, and 
they were all beautiful. Just as I was gazing into a pair of brown 
eyes, I heard a voice saying, 

““Mother, isn’t it ever going to get supper time?” 

I laughed, as I sprang from-my magic carpet. 

“Yes,” I said. “You get a bucket of cool water from the well, 
and splash until that grubby face is clean. But for your eyes, | 
shouldn’t have known you were my little boy. Then by the time you 
have called Daddy and Grandfather, supper will be ready. It is 
time, whenever you are hungry.” 

Then I smiled at a little wren, which was watching from a maple 
tree. 

“The joke is on me,” I said—for I hadn’t come back from the 
land of Heart’s Desire at all. In fact I couldn’t come back, because | 
hadn’t gone any place. The land of Heart’s Desire is the inside of 
this everyday world of ours. It is just the real heart of it. Wasn’t it 
fine to discover how beautiful it is, right here at home? The best of 
it is, I can stay in Heart’s Desire always, if I never forget to believe 
that it is the real land where we are meant to live. 

If you have a wish which you want very much to come true, you 
are welcome to come to Friendly Maples, and try my magic carpet. 


However, I truly believe each of you has one at home, if you will but 
search for it. 


IN CHRIST’S GARDEN 


By Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 
A “Dream Garden” Story 


Every girl loves to have her own sure- 
enough little ground space, with nicely 
bordered paths separating the perfectly 
shaped flower beds. But as it is not 
given to every girl to have one of these 
gardens right now, since so many people 
live in flats and large cities, it’s some fun 
to read the experiences of a little girl 
who really did live right with nature, 
and to enjoy with her, all that came into 
her soul as she daily drank in the beauties 
of her ideal garden. 

Just read a part of one entrancing 
day’s experience: 2 

The Little Sister strolled in her gar- 
den, joyous in her dreams of the day. Sweet, sweet was that 
garden with the perfume of flowers. 

All the air was fragrant as though Heaven was there, for the 
magnolia blooms shone white amidst their glistening leaves. 

“‘Hush!”’ breathed the Little Sister, “‘the Master is here. He 
walks now within his garden, in the freshness of the morning.” 

““O Master of Love, art thou beside me?” 

““We are beside thee, ever beside thee, knowest thou not this? 
Where couldst thou go and we go not with thee? Alone? Thou 
_ never alone. The tie is boundless, for thou art mine and I am 
thine. 

“*Have I not called thee long, long years ago to serve? Where- 
soe’er thou dost serve in love, thou dost serve me. 

Thus spake the Master, and the Little Sister hearkened. 

Then there were other times of glinting sunlight, silvery moon- 
light, rosy dawn, the soft fragrant twilight, when she learned the 
beautiful lessons of love and joy, as she attuned herself to the 
swaying bough, the flitting bird, the golden air. 

Children are so near to nature! That’s why this story makes 
such an appeal to them. 


Nicely bound booklet; envelope to match; price 50 cents. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Missouri 


4 


> / | 
/ 


Bright flag, you flash like 
waving rows 
Of poppies red and 
lilies white, 
With stars set thickly in 
the sky, 
To smile on all a pleas- 


ant light. 
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